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On Being Silent 65 

It should not be necessary to explain that silence has nothing 
to do with the divine encouragement of listening. That is indeed 
another pair of shoes. No one is less silent than the listener 
who follows with comprehending interest and appreciation. 
Talking and listening are gracious and interpretative arts, but 
silence is ignoble. It has no vision, no horizon — but only the 
pit that it has digged. 

Let us talk — not too well or wisely, lest we make it difficult 
for our friends to conceal their envy — but at least well enough 
to pass in the crowd. To be merry in one language may not pro- 
duce the subtlety of effect that being silent in half-a-dozen offers, 
but at least its content of spirit is one of which we need not be 
nationally ashamed. 

May Harris. 

Robinson Springs, Alabama. 



INDIAN SONG 

I lean low to listen at the river 

For the plash of his paddle far away. 

River, river, swift and smiling river, 

River, bring my lover back to-day ! 

Since he went away up the river 

The day's complacent light is a shadow to my sight 

And the long nights are colder than the river. 

Wistful are the flowers by the river, 

And the wild grape's ripening is an arrow-cruel thing 

When I breathe its scent alone by the river. 

When I hear him singing down the river 

Waiting I will stand where he steers his boat to land 

With my feet in the ripples of the river. 

I will flow into his arms as the river 

Melts in the embrace of the sea. 

River, river, strong and secret river, 

River, bring my lover home to me! 

Amelia Josephine Burr. 
New York. 



